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Spoken by Mr. MILLS. 


] WISH, with all my Heart, the Stage and Town 

| 2 PYould both agree to cry all Prologues down ; 

| Tat we, no more oblig' d to ſay or fing, 

Might drop this uſeleſs neceſſary Thing : 

| | No more with aukward Strut, before the Curtain, 
| Chaunt out ſome Rhimes — there's neither Good nor Hart i in. 


What is this Stuff the Poets make us deal in, 
But ſome old wwern-out Jokes of their Retailing : 
| From Sages of our own, or former Times, 
Tranfeers'd from Proſe, perhaps tranſpros*d from Rhimes. 


How long the Tragick Muſe ber Station kept, 2 
| How Guilt was bumbPd, and how Tyrants wept, 
| Fergetting ftill bozo often Hearers ſlept. 5 


Perhaps, for Change, you, now and then, by Fits, 
tre told that Criticks are the Bane of Wits 
| How they turn Vampyres, being dead and damn d, 
| 4nd with the Blood of living Bards are creomm'd : 
That Poets thus termented die, and then 
The Devil gets in them, and they ſuck agen. 


Thus modern Bards, like Bays, their Prologues frame, 


For this, and that, and every Play the ſame, 
| Waich you, moſt juſtly, neither praiſe nor bleme. 


As ſemetbing muſt be ſpoke, no matter cubat; 
' No Friends are now by Prologues loft or got; 
by ſuch Harangues we raiſe nor Spleen, nor Pity — 


| Thus ends this idle, but important Ditty. : 
| Dramatis 


Dramatis Perſonæ. 


Ol Laroon, 

Young Laroon, 

Father Martin, 1 

Old Jourdain Mr. Neale. 


WOM E N. 


Mrs. Ridowt. 


SCENE, 1 HOUL ON. 


THE 


T H E 


Old DEBAUCHEES, 


— Fn een — 


ACTI SCENE I. 
SCENE, M. Jourdain's. 


Iſabel, Beatrice. 


ISABEL. 


& Nunnery ! Ha, ha, ha! And is it poſlible, 
Ruy dear Beatrice, you can intend to ſa- 
criſce your Youth and Beauty, to go 
ut of the World as ſoon as you come 
into it ! 
Bea. No one, my dear Jabel, can 6 
{ cnfice too much or too ſoon to Heaven. 
17a. Pſhaw! Heaven regards Hearts and not Faces, 
and an old Woman will be as acceptable pl Sacrifice 
| V a young one. 
| Bea. It is poſſible you may come to a better Under- 
Landing, and value the World . as I do. 
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iſa. As you ſay, it is poſſible when I can enjoy it 
no longer, I may; nay, I do not care if I premiſe you 


when | grow old and ugly, I'll come and 
Company: But this I am poſitive, till — 
weary of me, I never ſhall be weary of the World. 


wr} 2 
Iſa. Oh! rr quipage, 
—＋ * 1 — Viſits, and 
rettie i pretty thi a Fel- 
i. med ther Gander _ Charms 4 Women of 
any Spirit can fancy in a Nunnery, in watchi 
working, praying, and ſometimes, I am afraid, wi 
ing pany than that of an old fully 
Friar —Oh 1! *cis a delightful State, when every Man 
one ſees, inſtead of tempring us to Sin, is to rebuke 
us for them. 
Bea. Such Sentiments as theſe would indeed make 
you very believe me, Child, you would 
ſoon bri 
ing are beſt Cures in the World for theſe violent 
Paſſions. 0, 
Iſa. On my Conſcience I ſhould want neither; if 
the continual Sight of a Set of dirty Prieſts would 


not bring me to abhor Mankind, 1 dare ſwear nothing | 


could 


SCENE IL. 
Old Laroon, Iſabel, Beatrice. | 
Old Lar. Good-morrow, my little Wag-tail—ay 
Graſhopper, my Butterfly. Odio! you little 

you look as full of——-—as full of Love and 
and Wantonnefs— I wiſh 1 was 4 young F 


_— that I was but five and twenty. for 
y fake. Where's my Boy? What, has not he been 
with you, has not he ſerenaded you ?—Odfhcrr— 


Bea. What can a Woman of Senle ſee in it worth 


uncaſy—bur 
yourſelf to hate Mankind; faſting and pray- 
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let his Mother ſleep for a Month before I mar- 
a. Indeed! 

Lar. No or Month after wards 
The young ws is Age are nothi 
Butterflies, to thoſe of ours Odſheart F 
Ti hen I could have taken a Hop, 


K 


IS 


f 


mere 


; 


5 


Fil 


prime of my Years yet: And if it was not for a ſaucy 
| RS obo loheme iodhetine eat ethme Be. 


of them; and I don't queſtion bur to 
ts foo a You and a great Grandſon both born on 
lame Day. 


1 The Od DEBAUVCHEES 
: Iſa. You will excuſe this Lady, Mr. Laroon, who 


is going to rctire fo much earlier 
| _ Lar. Retire Then it is with a young Fellow, 
I ho 
7 - of a Cloifter, I aſſure you. 
Old Lar. A Cloiſter !—Why, Madam, if you have 
a mind to hang your ſelf at the Year's End; would 
it not be better to ſpend your Time in Matrimony 
than in a Nunnery ? Don't let a Set of raſcally Priefls 
=_ ſtrange Notions in your Head. Take my Word 
r it, and I am a very honeſt Fellow, there are no 
Raptures worth a Louſe, but thoſe in the Arms of a 
brisk young Cavalier. Of all the Actions of my 
Youth, there are none I reflect on with ſo much Plea - 
ſure as baving burnt half a Dozen Nunneries, and de- 
livered ſeveral hundred Virgins out of Captivity. 
Bea. Oh! Villany ! unkeard of Villany! 
Ja. Unheard of till this Moment I dare ſwear. 
Old Lar. Our of which Number there are at pre- 
ſent nine Counteſſes, three Dutcheſſes, and a Queen, 
_ wh- owe their Liberty and their Promotion to this Arm. | 


___ SCENE WL 
O14 Laroon, Young Laroon, Iſabel, Beatrice. 


Old Lar. You are a fine Spark truly to let your Fa- 
ther vifit your Miſtreſs before you—'Sdeath! I be- 
lieve you are no Son of mine. Where have you been, 
Sir? What have you been doing, Sir, hey? 

Z. Tar. Sir, I have been at my Devotions. 

Old Lay. At your Devotions! nay, then you 22 
no Son of mine, that's certain. Is not this the Shrine 
you are to offer up at, Sirrah ! Is not here the Altar 

you are toofficiate ar ?—Sirrah ! you have no Blood of 

mine in you. I believe you are the Baſtard of ſome 
travelling Ezgl;p Alderman, and muſt have come into 
the World with a Cuſtard in your Mouth. 2 
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7. Lar. I h Madam, you will allow my Excuſe, 
tho? the old — 8 not. as 
Old Lar. Old Gentleman! very fine ! Sirrah! I'll 
convince you I am a young Gentleman; I'll 
to-night, and make you a Brother before you are a 


Father; I'll reach you to thruſt him out of the World 


that thruſt you into it—— Madam, have no more to 
to the ungracious ; 

7 Lar. That will be a ſure way to quit all Obli- 

gations between us; for the Happineſs I propoſe in 

this Lady, is the chicf Reaſon why I ſhould thank 


you for bringing me into the World. 


Old Lar. What's that you ſay, Sir; ſay that again, Sir. 
T. Lar. I was only thanking you, Sir, for defiring 


this Lady to take from me all I eſteem on Earth. 
. Old Lear. Well enough that! I begin to think 


him my own 


again. I have made that very Speech 


to half the Women in Paris. 


SCENE IV. 
To them Martin. 


Mart. Peace be with you all, Good People. 
| Old Lar. Peace cannot ſtay long in any Place where 


| 1Pricſt comes. ws = 


Mart. Daughter, I am ready to receive your Con- 
Od Lar. Ay, ay, ſhe has a fine Parcel of ſinful 


re 
5 
ar 
of 
ne 
to 


tr. 


Thoughts to anſwer for, I warrant her. 
Mart 


. Mr. Larson, you are too much inclined to 
Sander, I muſt reprove you for it. My Daughter's 
ghts are as pure as a Saint's. | 

Old Lar. As any Saint's in Chriſtendom within a 


| Day of Matrimony. 
| Mart. Within a Day of Matrimony ; it is too 


| quick I have not yet had ſufficient Time to prepare 
ber Mind for that ſolemn Sacrament. —_ 


SOD — — on — 


tincls to a 


is Haugh 


th 
ell, 


Martin, Iſabel. 


SCENE V. 


like W 


Mart. I ſhall 
you may not 
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Mart. No, in Love it ſelf there is not: Love is 
pot Malzm in ſe. Nor in the Exceſi is there ſome- 


| times any: W J. A. 


F „ 
y laudablc. _ 


Eons 
marry him ar all? Sure, Father, you are 
Marr. I never jeſt on theſe Occaſions. 
ſs. What Reaſon can you have? 
. My Reaſans may not be ſo ripe for your Ears 
preſent. Bur, perhaps, better things are deſigned 


| xt 
+ | for you. 
n | Ila. A Fidleftick! I tell you, Father, better things 
cannot be for me. I ſuppoſe, you have found 
out ſame old Fellow with Livres a Year more 
in his Power; but I can affure you, if I marry not 


| s {+ Sp $=4 deſigned 
are not to marry 


Ie Blle—E any one in a Fever. I 

vw have boon mucrrind to-marerene 26 2 pretty Fellow, 

_ | ad now muſt defer my till you have conſi- 
der d whether I ſhall marry or no. 
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Mart. Have you any more Sins to confeſs ! 


Ia. Sins!— You have put all my Sins out of my 


Head, I think. 

Mart. Benedicite— [ croſſing himſelf. | Daughter, you 

ſhall ſce me ſoon again, for great things are in Apitz« 
leave 


tion: At preſent, you to your Prayers. 
SCENE V. 
Iſabel alone. 


Ia. Sure never poor Maid had more need of Pray- 
ers: but you have left me no great Stomach to them. 
Great things are in Agitation! What can he mem? 
It muſt be ſo— Some old liquoriſh Rogue with a 
Title, or a larger 
dear Laroon. 


SCENE VI. 
Young Laroon, Iſabel. 


To. Lar. My Iſabel, my Sweet!— how painfully do 


I count each tedious Hour, till I can call you mine? 


Ja. Indeed, you are like to count many more tedi - 


ous Hours than you imagine. 
76. Lar. Ha! What means my Love? 
La. I would not have your Wiſhes too impatient, 


No. Lar. And is this poſlible? Words like theſe 


fall from 1/abel's ſweet Lips; can ſhe be falſe, incor- | 
e ſuch a Volley of terrible | 


La. Oh! do not diſcharg 


Names upon me before you are certain I deſcrve them; 


doubt only whether I can be obedient to my Con- 
feſſor, and 

25. Lar. 
by Heaven it would be ſinful to obey him. 


Js 
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Eſtate hath a mind to ſupplant 7 


ttat's all; but if you will wait a Week, you ſhall 
know whether I intend to marry you or not. 


S S. Frs. Sr = opss 


the reſt. T: 
he have enjoined you to be perjured, 


. 


actual Enjoymenc 


ee 
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Iſa. Be ſatisfied, if I prevail with my ſelf to obey 


| him in this Week's Delay, I will carry my Obedience 


no farther. 

No. Lar. Oh! to what Happineſs have thoſe dear 
Words reſtor'd me. I am again my felf : for while 
the Poſſeſſion of thee is ſure, tho' diſtant, there is 
in that dear Hope, more Tranſport than any other 

I. Well adieu, and to cram you quite full with 
Hope (ſince you like the Food) I here promiſe you, 


that the Commands of all the Prieſts in France ſhall 
| nor force me to marry another. That is, Sir, I will 


either marry you or die a Maid, and I have no vio- 
ent Inclination to the latter, on the Word of a Virgin. 


SCENE VI. 

Young Laroon ſolus. 
Whether a violent Hatred ro my Father, or an 
ordinate Love for Miſchicf, hath fer the Prieſt on 
this Affair, I know not. Perhaps it is the former 


| for the old Gentleman hath the Happineſs of be- 
ing univerſally hated by every Prieſt in 70 —— 
| Let a Man abuſe a Ph 

fician his Friend, ler b 


ſician, he makes another Phy- 
im rail at a Lawyer, another 
will plead his Cauſe gratis; if he libel this Courtier, 


| that Courtier receives him into his Boſom : bur let 
| him once attack a Hornet or a Pricſt, the whole Neſt 


of Hornets, and the whole 
ur {ure to be upon him. 
ein e 

Old Laroon laughing, Toung Laroon. 
He. Lar. You are merry 


Regiment of Black- guards 


Sir. 3 
Gid. Lar. Merry, Sir! Ay, Sir! I am merry, Sir, 


„Would you have your Father fad, you Raſcal? Have 
you a mind to bury him _ Youth? 


To. Le. 
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76. Lar. Pardon me, Sir, I rather wiſhed to know 
| the happy Occaſion of your Mirth. 

Old Lar. The Occaſion of my Mirth, Sir, is the 
ſaddeſt Sight that ever Mortal beheld. 

To. Lar. A very odd Occaſion indeed. 


Old Lar. Very odd truly. It is the Sight of n 


old honeſt W boremaſter in a Fit of Deſpair, and x 
damned Rogue of a Prieſt riding him to the Devil. 
To. Lar. Ay, Sir, but I have ſeen a more melan- 

choly Sighr. 4 

Oid Lar. 2 can that be? 0 

To. Lar. A young Lady in a Fit of Love, ud 
a Prieſt keeping her from her Lover. 

DO Lar. How? 


75. Lar. The Explanation of which is, that Father | 


Martin hath put off our Match for a Week. 
Old. Lar. Put off your Match with 7/abel / 
Zo. Lar. Even ſo, Sir. 


Old Lar. Well I never have made a Hole in a Gm 


yet, I never have tapped a Prieſt: but if I don't let 
out ſome reverend Blood before the Sun ſets, 
never ſee him riſe k 
I'll make a Ragout il's Su of him. 

To. Lar. Let me intreat you, 28 ing 
raſhly, as long as I am ſafe in the Faith of my 7ſabel. 
Ou Lar. I tell l 
Faith of a Mi no one is ſecure of a Woman til 


he is in Bed with her. Had there been any Security | 


in the Faith of a Miftreſs, I had been at mar- 
ried to half the Dutcheſſes in Fraxce. I no more te- 


ly on what a Woman ſays out of a Church, than 


on what a Prieſt ſays in it. ; 
76. Lar. Pardon me, Sir: but I ſhould have very lit- 


tle Appetite to marry the Woman whom I had fuck 


an Opinion of. 


i Lar. You had an Opinion of! What Buſinch | 


h ha 
I have 


have you to have any Opinion. Is it not enoug 


SORE Fa BSESW= 


may [ 
in. I'll carbonade the Villain, 
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] have an Opinion of her, that is of her Fortune 
— I ſuppoſe you are one of thoſe romantick, hin- 
bs, that are in Love with a Woman be- 
bind her Back : Sirrah, I have had two Women lawfully, 
and —— unlawfully, and never was in Love 
in my Li 
| 76. Lar. Well, Sir, then I am happy, that we both 
agree in the ſame Perſon; I like the Woman, and you 
0 * Dog and I'd have ſecure 
Old. Lar. Yes, you , ; 
as ſoon as you can: for if a greater Fortune ſhould 
| be found out e rd a 
2 her, 


Se Pricft, whom, if | can find, 1 will 


SCENE N. 
Jourdain, Martin. 
| Jourd. Alas! Father, there is one Sin flicks by me 
more than any 1 have confeſſed to you. It is fo enor- 
nous 2 one my Shame hath prevented me diſcover- 
ng it— I have often concealed my Crimes from my 
or. 

Mart. That is a damnable Sin indeed. Ir ſeemerh 
| to argue a Diſtruſt of the Church, the greateſt of 
il Crimes ; a Sin I fear the Church cannot forgive. 
| FJourd. Oh! ſay not fo, Father! 

* e 
14 for the Church can do all things. 
Jeurd body dingy wy rl 
I hope, however, tho' you have not conſeſ- 
. 
| te confeſſed before they can be forgiven. 
Fourd. I hope I ſhall recolle& them, they are a 
back Roll— | remember I once was the Occalion of 


+ Wt ruining 
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ruining a Woman's Reputation by ſhewing a Letter 


from her. 


Mart. If you had ſhewn it to the Prieſt it had been 


no Faulr. 


Jourd. Alas! Sir, I wrote the Letter to my felf, 
and thus traduced the Innocent. I afterwards com- | 
manded a Company of Granadiers, at the taking of x 


Town, where I knocked a poor old Gentleman in the 
Head for the ſake of his Money, and raviſhed his 
Daughter. fs ps 

Mart. Theſe are crying Sins indeed. 


onrd. At the ſame time 1 robbed a Jeſuit of two 


Piſtoles. | 
Mart. Oh! damnable! Oh! execrable! 


Paris, and repay'd him by lying with his Wife: And 
what firs neareſt my Heart, was forced to pay 1 
young Cavalicr the ſame Sum, by ſuffering him to lic 
with mine. b 
Mart. Oh! 
Jourd. And yet what are theſe to what I have done 


fince I commenced Merchant. What have I nor done | 


to get a Penny. I inſured a Ship for a great Value, 


and then caſt ir away; I broke when I was wortha | 


hundred thouſand Livres, and went over to London. 


I fertled there, renounced my Religion, and was made |. 


Juſtice of Peace. 


Mart. Oh! that Seat of Hereſy and Damnation! 


that Whore of Babylon / 
 Feurd. With the Whores of Babylon did I unit: 
J protected them from Juſtice: Gaming-houſes and 


Baudy- houſes did I licenſe, nay, and frequent too; 


I never puniſhed any Vice but Poverty: for Oh! 1 
dread to name it: l once committed a Prieſt to New- 
gate for picking Pockets 


Mani. | i 


Jourd. Good Father, have Patience: I once bot - 
rowed five hundred Livres of an honeſt Citizen in 


to ſuch a Wretch to pray him into Purgatory 


Family. 
| Juſtice aga 


kaſt your 
row, and I ſhall never 


! | and it were now 
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Mart. Oh! monſtrous! horrible! dreadful! I'll hear 
no more. Thou art damn'd without R 


eprieve. 
Jeurd. Take Pity, Father, take Pity on a Penitent. 
Mart. Pity! the Church abhors i it. Twere Mercy 


Jourd. I'll give all my Eſtate to the Church, I'll 


| found Monaſteries, I'll build Abbies. 


Mart. All will not do, ten thouſand Maſſes will not 
deliver you. 

Jourd. Was ever ſuch a miſerable Wretch ! 

Mari. Thou haſt Sins enough ro damn thy whole 
Monſtrous Impiety! to lift up the Hand of 
inſt the Church. 

Jourd. Oh ſpeak ſome Comfort to me: will no Pe- 


| nance expiate my Crime? 


Mart. It is too ous for a ſingle Penance, go 
ſettle your Eſtate on the Church, and ſend your Daughter 
wa Nunnery, her Prayers will avail more * yours : 
Heaven hears the and innocent with Pleaſure. 
I will, my felf, fay four Maſſes a-day for you; and 


all theſe, 1 hope, will purchaſc your Forgiveneſs, at 


O 


Fourd, My he is to be married to- mor 
3 
| ee depends on it. 


%% Bur I have d 1 


„ The Church abſolves you from that Oath, 
to k Go, loſe not a 
Moment, ſee her entered with 1 utmoſt Expedi- 
tion; ſhe may put it out of your Power. 


Jourd. What a poor miſcrable Wretch am I? 


SCENE X. 
Martin ſolu. 
2 miſerable Wretch indeed! And it 


ghrer ! 


? 
4 


Thou art 


s on ſuch miſerable Wretches depends our Power: 


yy 
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This Nunnery is a Maſter-piece, let me but once ſhut 
up my dear //abel from every other Man, and the 
Warmth of her Conſtitution may be my very power. 
ful Friend. How far am I already from the very 
Brink of Deſpair, by the Deſpair of this old Fo 
- Superſtition, I adore thee, 


Thou handle to the cheated Layman's Mind, 
By which in Ferrers Prieſteraft leads Mankind. 


ACT f. SCENE I. 
Jourdain, Iſabel. 


JounaDaAiN. 


rss for your Father, for him 


that gave you being? Could you bear to hear 

me how!l in Purgatory? ET 

Ha. Lud! Pappa! Do you think your putting me 

into Purgatory in this World, will fave you from Pur- 

gatory in the next? 1 have any Sins you muſt 

of them your ſelf; for I give you my Word, 

I have enough to do to repent of my own. 

Fourd. You will ſoon wipe off that Score, and will 

be then in a Place where you cannot contract à new 
one 


not ſo eaſy. Bur, dear Sir, how can it enter int your 
Head, that my Penance can be acceptable fer your 
Sin? Take my Word, one Week's faſting will be of 
more Service to you than this long Faſt you would 
enjoin me. 

 Fourd. Alas! Child, if faſting would do, I am fure 
I have not been wanting to my Duty: 1 have . 


that Superſtition which tears thy Bowels, feeds ours. 


Ta. Indeed, Sir, to ſhut a Woman out from Sin is 


| 


| 
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till T am almoſt worn away to nothing; I have almoſt 
faſted my ſelf into Purgatory, while I was faſting my 
lf out of it. | | 

E. But whence comes all this Apprehenfion of your 
— Whence ſhould it come, but from the 


HK. Oh! Sir, I have thought of the moſt lucky 
| thing. You know, my Couſin Beatrice is juſt going 
into a Nunnery, and ſhe will pray for you as much 
} | vou would have her. . FE 

| Fourd. Trifle not with fo ſerious a Concern. No 
Prayers but yours will ever do me good. 
1 1 Then you ſhall have them any where but in a 


unnery. 

Fourd. They muſt be there too. 3 . 

RB will be impoſſible: for if I was there, in- 

1 praying you out of Purgatory, my Prayers 

would be all bent to pray my ſelf out of the Nunnery 
un 


Oe tt O0> ev - 


"SCENE n. 
Old Laroon, Jourdain, Iſabel. 
| Old. Lar. A Dog, a Villain, put off my Son's 
. Mr. Jourdain, your Servant; will you ſuffer a 
of a felaic to defer your Danghzer's Miringe 


| 2 whole Week? _ 8 | 
Fourd. I am ſorry . Laroon, for the Diſappoint- 
wear, bur ber Marriage will. be deferred longer than 


Old. Lar. How, Sir! 

Fourd. She is intended for another Marriage, Sir, 

| much better March. FE MEM 

Old. Lar. A much better Match !— 

Ia. Yes, i. 

pray my Father out of Purgatory. 

Old Lar. Oh! * 
| caly : 


AS Fin =D 


to 
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eaſy: he ſhall have no Fear of Purgatory; for IU 
Come, Sir, draw, 


a 
2 — 

Fourd. Draw what, Sir! 

_ Old Lar. Draw your Sword, Sir. 


I have broke my Sword long fince. 
_—_— Then 1 fhall break your Head, you old 
ogue 
Jord. Heyday you are mad; what's the Matter? 
Old Lar. Uh! ce emer, —_— 
me ill, and you are a Son of a Whore, that's al 
Jourd. | wou wou'd not, Mr. Leroon, have my Conki- 
ence accuſe me of uſing you ill: | world me tw 


r but if Hee - 


ven requires 
Ou Lar. . 


make an Atonement for her Father's Sins. 
Old Lar. And fo, you wou'd atone for all your for- 


mer Rogueries, by a greater, by perverting the De- 


Hearkee, old Gentleman, let the Couple to- 


. 


Fend. It is impoſſible. 


SCENE III. 


— in a Friar's Habit, Old Laroon, 
Jourdain. 
Y. Lar. Let Peace be in this Houſe Where is 
the Sinner Fourdain ? 
Fourd. Here is the miſerable Wretch. 
Old Lar. Death and the Devil, another Prieſt. 


4 T. Lr. 


Jourd. Alas, Sir, I have long ſince done with Swords, 


Jeurd. I hope my Daughter has Grace enough to 
fign of Nature! Was this Girl intended for praying! 


young 
„ and they'll ſacrifice cheir firſt Fruits to the 


Old Lar. Well, Sir, then I ſhall attcmpt to per- 
- 7 — pt fo, Sir, I deſire you would ferch | * 
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7. Lar. Then know I am thy Friend, and am come 
to fave thee from Deſtrution. 
Oi Lar. That's likely enough. 1 
7. Lar. St. Francis the Patron of our Order hath 
ſent me on this Journey, to caution tbee, that thou 
may not ſuffer thy finful Daughter to profane the holy 
Veil. Such was it ſeems thy z bur the Per. 
| dition that would have attended it I dread to think on. 
| Rejoice therefore, and proſtrate thy ſelf at the Shrine 
| of a Saint, who has nor only ſent thee this Caution, 
| bur does himſelf intercede for all thy Sins. 
| Old Lar. Apgad! and Sr. Francis is a very honeſt 
Fellow, and thou art the firſt Prieſt that ever I lik'd 
| inmy whole Life. 8 
i Fourd. St. Francis honours me too much. I ſhall 
| try to deſerve the Favour of that Saint. But where» 
| fore is my Daughter denied the holy Veil? 
to 7. Lar. Your Daughter, I am concern'd to ſay it, 
nw with Child by a young Gentleman, one Mr. 
008. . 
Fourd. Oh Heavens! 
1 | Ol Lar. What's that you ſay, Sir, becauſe I thought 
1 ſomewhat of a damn d Lye come out of your 
1 7. Lar. Sir, it is St. Francis ſpeaks within me, and 
he cannot be miſtaken. 
| Old Lar. I can tell you, Sir, if that young Gentle- 
man had heard you, he would certainly have thraſhed 
St. Francis out of you. © 
7. Lar. Sir, you have nothing to do now, but to 
the Match with the urmoſt Expedition. 
Old Lar. This St. Francis muſt lyc, or the Boy 
I would not be fo eager upon the Affair: No one is 
ever eager to Articles when they have entered the 
e is Town. Well, Maſter Jourdain, if the young 
Dog has tripped up your Daugaicr's Heels in an un- 
| kwful way, as St. Francis ſays, why, he ſhall make 
ber 10 So I'll 
_ . 
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go ſee for my Son, while you go and comfort the 
oor Cn ning for fear of a Nunnery. 
——-Odſheart, it would be very hard indeed, when 
a Girl has once had her Belly full, that ſhe muſt faſt 


all her Life afrerwards. 


. Lr. I have deliver d 
now return to my DI 
Thanks to St. Francis. 


 FYJourd. Oh! Sr. Francis! St. Francis What a mer- 
ciful Saint art thou! 


SCENE IV. Another Apartment. 


Martin, Iſabel. 
Mart. Indeed, Child, there are Pleaſures in a.re- 
tired Lifc, which you are of. Nay, 
there are Indu 
which would be finful out of it. 
ſame Liberties are permitted them SR 
which are deny'd them with another. Come, put on 


a chearful Countenance, don't know what you arc 
defign'd for. 885 "OY 


Ia. No, but I know what I am not deſign'd for. 


Mart. Let me feel your Pulſe. 
1 You are a Phyſician as well as a Pricft, I ſup- 


Mart. Have you never any odd Dreams? 


1/a. No. 2 
Mart. Do you never find any Emotions? 


Ja. No. None but what I believe are ver 7 


natural. 
Mart. S 


may be nothi 
we are defi 


— — 


er 


rrange that!——Did you never ſee me in 


hing Bafa in i it. We cannot help what | 


for. We are only paſſive, and the Sin 


8 While you are only paſſie, 1 


. 
l 
ö 
. 
Ia 1 4 


A anYa o *” 
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Ja. What do you mean? 
Mart. That you muſt not yet know Great things 
2 'd for you, very great things are deſigned 
Ia. (Hum! I begin to gueſs what is deſign d for me.) 


| Afide. 
| Mart. Thoſe Eyes una Five in dn che 
ſcems mortal. Come hither — give me a Kiſs 
ha! there is a Sweetneſi in that Breath like what 
I've read of Ambroſia. That Boſom heaves like thoſe 
of Prieſteſſes of old, when big with Inſpiration. 
c 
3 | Lid. 
Mart. Let me em thee, my dear Daughter, 
let me give thee Joy of ſuch Promotion, Hap- 
incls as will you. | 
rn 
Þ r e Win, 
you muſt be paſſive in 
Iſa. Oh! let me thus 
for an Offence which 
Mart. Ha! ſpeak. | 
e. Oh! I ſee it is in vain to hide my Secrets from 
| | you hat need have 1 to Cones what you already 
W 
Mart. Conſeſſion was intended for the fake of the 
| Penitent, not the Confeſſor: for to the Church all 
are revealed. | | 
Il. Oh! then I had a Dream I dreamt— 1 


be Pinan, on oy Ka, 


| fcamt—oh! I can never tell you what I dreamt. 


Mart. Horrible ! 

Ja. I dreamt I dreamt I dreamt— 

Mart. Oh ! the Strength of Sin ! 

I. I dreamt I was brought to bed of the Pope. 

Mart. The very Happineſs I meant, let me em- 

| brace you, let me kiſs you, my dear Daughter: 

Henceforth you may defy Purgatory the Mother of 
Was | 


Pope never there. 


* IPRA 


| | D 2 Io. 


| 
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I. But how can that be, when I am to bea Nun, | 


Father? | 

Mart. Leave the Means to me. Learn only to be 
paſſive, the Church will work the reſt. A Pope it 
always the Son of a Nun. Go you to your Chamber, 


waſh your ſelf, then pray devoutly, ſhut every Ray of 


Light out, leave open the Door and expect the 


Ia. Father, I ſhall be obedient—oh ! the Villain! 
Mart. Be paſſive and be happy. 


SCENE v. 
Jourdain, Martin, Iſabel. 


Mart. Ha! Why this unſcaſonable Interruption 
while your Daughter is at Confeſſion? 

 FJourd. Oh, Father, I have brought you News will 
make you happy, will rejoice your poor Hearr. My 


1s „ 
Mart. Out of Pu 
think to inform the 


me. Indeed I ſhould have imagined that before: for 


Prieſt. 
does he mean?) [ Afide. 
Daughrer, the Thoughts of a Nun- 


Far. 


ery now give you no Unca 
15 


Mart. No, 


Bed of a Prince. 


Joxrd. Ha! would not quit the Nunnery, Heaven | 


forbid. 
Mart. How ! 


you are nor mad! 


that I have received an Order from St. Francis, © 


' 


© 
: 
4 
7 R 
* 


marry my Daughter immediately. 


Fourd. I ſuppoſe St. Francis has been beforehand with | n 
any thing from the Saints, but th. 


perfectly reconciled to it, and n 
confident, would not quit the Nunnery for te 


Fourd. Unlcfs with Joy. I thought you had known f 


ö 
| 
; 


cannot be with Child 


| now look out of your E 


- O14 Laroon, Tung Laroon, Jourdain, Martin: 


| give one Day 
Error of the right ſide. 


: 


1. 


D Lar. You are poſſeſſed with a 
vorſe. Come, let's have the Wedding, _— 
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Mart. Oh! Folly ! to marry her immediately; 


| why ay, to marry her to the Church, St. Francis 


means. You ſee into what Errors the Laity run, when 
racy go without the Leading-ſtrings of the Church, 


| and would interpret for themſclves what they know 


_ | norhuing 
| fe. 1 
| communicate a Deſign of mine to 


of. | 
N take this Opportunity to ſteal off, and 
oung Laroon, 
which may draw this Prieſt into a Snare he little 
dreams of. 

Jourd. But I cannot ſee how that ſhould be St. 


| Francis's Meaning: For tho' my Daughter may be 


married to the Church in a 


figurative Senſe, ſhe 
2. 


Mart. I fee the Buſineſs now, unhappy Man! 1 
was in Hopes to have this Exorcizo te, 
Exorcizo te, Satan. Tun Dapamibominos proſenbe podas 
ocus Achilleas. 
Jourd. Bleſs us, what mean you? 
Mart. You are poſſeſſed 3 the Devil has taken poſ- 
ſeſſion of you; he is now within you, I ſaw him juſt 


Jourd. O miſerable Wretch that I am! , 
SCENE VL 


Old Lar. Mr. Fourdain, your Servant. Where is 
my Daughter-in-law : I'll warrant ſhe will cafily for- 
's forwarding the Match. Odfo, it's an 


Jourd. Talk not to me of my Daughter, I am poſ 
leſſed, I am poſſeſſed. , -_ 


| O14 Lar. Poſſcſſed—what the Devil are you poſ- 


= with. TIER 
ourd. I am poſſeſſed with the Devil. 3 
Prieſt, and that's 
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we'll drive the Devil out of you with a Fidle. The 
Devil is a great Lover of Muſick. I have known 
half a Dozen Devils dance out of a Man's Mouth at 
the tuning a Violin, then preſent the. Com 
with a Hornpi 
hole. 


pe, and fo dance aJig through the 


Mart. 'Thou art the Devil's 
ther of L 


| Jourd, Ey upon you, Mr. Laroon; Nn 

Mart. Mr. Laren O ſurprizing of Poſ- 

ſeſſion Here is no Body. 
Jourd. Can I not believe my Eyes? 
Mart. Can not!] no——you are to believe 


| Jourd. And do I not ſee Mr. Larson and his Son! 


Mart. You ſee neither. It is the Spirit within you 
that repreſents to your Eyes and Ears what Objeft: 
it pleaſes. 8 

Jourd. Oh! miſerable Wretch. 
Old Lar. Agad I'll try whether I am no 


Body or no, 


and whether I cannot make this Prieſt ſenſible that | 


am ſomebody 


. Lar. For Heaven's ſake, Sir, conſider the Co- 
! Do you think I'll ſuffer x | 


prove ing at all to my Face? 
Foxrd. And is it poſſible all this is a Viſion? 


Battery of Prayer, expel this dreadful Gueſt. 
 Fourd. Oh! what a miſerable Wretch am I! 


Son; for he is the Fx · 
Old Lar. Thou art the Devil's Footman, and wearct 


mine. 
The Eyes of the Laity may err, the Eyes of a Prick 


Mart. Retire to Reſt——while I bv the Force and | 


| 


—— — 


_—_ 7 


ggg F 8883288 


SCENE 


| 
i 


. —_—_— SS T — 2 


what this great 
4 9 intend by Annihilating me. 


| red thouſand Maſſes, take my Word 


 Sirrahy NK 


E 


ct 
or 

| and disband 
and 
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SCENE VIL 
Old Laroon, Tang Laroon, Martin. 


Old Lar. Hearkee, Sir, will you pleaſe to tell me 
Impudence of yours means ? and what 


Mart. It were happy for ſuch Sinners that they 
cou'd be annihilared : It were worth 74 two hun- 


Old Lar. be wave | happy for ſuch Raſcals as you, 


7. Lar 


pray, Father, what Reaſons have you 
my Match with Iſabel? 


ns, young Gentleman, that are not 
for your Ears. J/abel is intended for 12 
than you. 
Old Lar. How, Sirrah! how! Do you diſparage 
my Son ? Do you run down my Boy? Hearkee, ei- 
Irrer 
EIK OT OO the Door, 
Tu bl brand fck thy Convent; I'll burn your Garriſon, 
6 


SD Tr The Saints de- 


{end their Miniſters. 


| Old Lar. The Saints defend their Miniſters! the 


heel, and Sr. Priſon, and 


Mart. Oh Slanderous ! Oh — ſome Judg- 
vent cannot be far off. 
Ola Lar. When a Prieſt is ſo near Sirrah! 


| SCENE 


24+ The OW DEBAVCHEES. 
SCENE VII. 
Iſabel, to them. 


Mart. Daughter, fly from this wicked Place; 
the Breath of Sin has infected it, and two Gallons of | 
Holy Water will ſcarce purify the Air. 

1h. Oh! Heavens! What's the Matter, Father? 


Black here, for Reaſons beſt known to himſelf, and 
another Gentleman in Black, has thought fit to for 
bid your Marriage. 

La. What the Saints pleaſe. 


Head with the Saints too? 
Jia. Oh Sir! I have had ſuch Dreams. 
Old Lar. Dreams: Ha, ha, ha: The Devil's in i, 
if a Girl juſt 


Dreams. Bur 
" Je. Such Vit 

ble! Im le! for I have had 
have 2 by 
Saints to {ce you married with the utmoſt Expedition; 
a very honeſt Saint, whoſe Name I forget, 


warrant 
Such Viſions of Saints appearing to me, andad- 


Gng me to a N 


Mart. Oh! grievous 
Lia. Can d de ch Contraditions ? 

Lar. Plhaw! Pſhaw ! Yours was a Dream, and 
ſo to be underſtood backwards; Mine, a true Viſion, 
re to be belier d. Why, Child, I have been 
a famous Scer of Viſions in my Time. Wou'd you 
ieve it? While [ was in the Army, there pov 
but I ſaw it ſome time. beforchand. | 
have had an 3 with the * 


Old Lar. Why the Matter is, this Gentleman in 


Old Lar. Hoity-toity! What, has he fill'd you 


to be married ſhould not have 
were Dreams the Saints had no- | 


half a Dozen 


came to me about an . and (wore Saw | 


| 


© & wy a 


—4 111. 


* 


mary 
to a Race of greaſy Prieſts. *Sdeath! this Girl will 
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know them all: There is not one of them cou'd be 


| capable of ſaying ſuch a thing. 


Iſa. Oh! Sir, I ſaw, and heard, and muſt believe, 
for none but the Church can contradict our Senſes. 
Old. Lar. So, ſo! the Diſtemper's hereditary, I find : 

the Daughter is as full of the Church as the Father. 


| Come away, Son, come away: I would not have thee 


into ſuch a Family; I ſhou'd be Grand-father : 


be brought to of a Pope one Day or orher. 
Ja. Tis out, tis out. : 
Mart. Oh prodigious! That ſuch a Saint ſhou'd pro- 


| pheſy Truth through thoſe Lips, whence the Devil 


has been thundring ſo many Lyes. 
Old Lar. What Truth, Sir, what Truth? | 
Js. Oh! Sir, the Bleſſing you mentioned, has been 


| promiſed me! I am to give a Pope to the World. 


Old Lar. Are you ſo, Madam? He ſhall have no 
Blood of mine in him, m reſolv'd I'll never ask Bleſ- 
fings of a Grandſon. Come away, Jack, come a way, 
lay; let us leave the Devil's Son, and the Pope's Mo- 
ther together 

10. 

Hopes 


Lar. Remember, my IJſabel, I only live in the 
of ſceing you mine. NNE | 


wEREASBE TT 5 4 
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SCENE IX. 
Martin, Iſabel. 


Mart. It were better thou ſhouldſt howl in Purga- 
ten thouſand Years, than ever fee that Day. Oh! 
we had but an Inquiſition in France. Burning 
or five hundred ſuch Fellows in a Morning would 
te the beſt way of deterring others. Religion loves to 
varm it ſelf at the Fire of a Heretick. 
I. Fire is as neceſſary to keep our Minds warm as 
ur Bodies, Father; and burning a Heretick is really 
a very great Service done to himſelf; a Faggot is a 
= E Purge 
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Purge for a ſick Soul, and a Heretick is obliged to the 

Prieſt who applies it. 

Mars. There fpoke the Spirit of Zeal: Let me em- 

brace thee, my little Saint; for fuch thou will be, 

let me kiſs thee with the pure Affection of a Confel- 
ng Divine in theſe Lips, 


— OI 
nn 


gender. Depend 


on it, Child, very great Happi- 
- But be fure to obſerve my Di- 


in every thing. 
Ia. ſhall, Farber. I did as you commanded me 
this Morning. . 
rt. Well, and did y 


Spirits have their own Times of Ope- 
z which mult be diligently watch'd for. Perhaps 
Genius was at that Time otherwiſc employ'd. 
Ceremony often, and my Life on the Suc- 
me about an Hour hence will be a ve. 
to receive him, and I fim- 


ct tvs ds hs ee ek «© was 


As this is a friendly Spirit, I dare fay, you may pre- 
vail on him to take what Shape yon pi. Perhaps 
FPR 
I dare ſwear, you may at leaſt, pray him into the 
Shape of your Conſeſſor: and tho' I muſt ſuffer Pain 


aon that Account, I am ready to undergo it for your 


Ice. | 


. ME. ing 


* 


ASN 


A 


1 


| 


ACTI. SCENE I 
SCENE, Iſaber - Apartment. 


Young Laroon, Iſabel. 
Young L anooN. 


 PErdition ſeize the Villain, may all the Torments of 


twenty Inquiſitions wrack his Soul. 


own Weapons againſt him 


V.. Lx. Sure it is impoſſible he can intend it 
Ja. Shall 1 make the Experiment? | 
. to forbear murdering 


e. You ſhall promiſe not to commit Violence, 
you know too well has weld be ohe Go 

i that. Let us ſufficicatly convict him, and leave his 
| to the Law. 


: E 2 . Lar. 
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To. Lar. And I know too well what will be the 
Conſequence of that. There ſeems to be a Combina- 
tion berween Prieſts and Lawyers; the Lawyers are 
to fave the Prieſts from Puniſhmenr for their 
in this World, and the Prieſts the Lawyers in che 
next. 

Ia. However, the ſame Law that ſcreens him for 


having injured you, will puniſh you for having done 
Juſtice 2 12 


7/2. Oh! Heavens! the Prieſt is at the Door. 
W har ſhall we do? 


o. Lar. Damn him: I'll 
La. Oh! No, by no means: For once, I'll attack 
hin is bis cos Why: 3 fo the Moment he opens the 
Door, ds you run ant aud tents hs 56th 26 


[ She throws ber ſelf into a Chair, and foricks. n * 
TOON overturus 


SCENE IL 
Martin, Iſabel. 


Mart. I am flain, I am overlaid, I am murdered. 


Oh! Daughter, Daughter, is this your patient Expec- 
tation of the Spit ? 


Ja. It has been here: It has been here. 

Mart. What has been here? 
1. Oh! the Spirit, the Spirit. It has been here 
this half Hour, and juſt as you came in, it vaniſhed 
away in a Clap of Thunder, and I . would 
have taken the Room with it. 

Mart. I thought it would have taken me with it, 
I am ſure. Spirit indeed! There are abundance of ſuch 
Spirits as theſe in Toulon. And pray, how have the 
_ and you employed your time this half Hour? 


Ja. Oh! don't ask me: It is impoſſible to tell you. 
Mart. Ay, tis needleſs too: for 1 can give a ſhrewd 


Gueſs. I ſuppoſe you like his Company. 


king at the Dow. 


fav have and enen 


Ks C&o&© sers = 


. _ 


— 
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Ja. Oh! ſo well! That I could wiſh he would vi- 
fit me ren Times every Day. 

Mart. Oh, Ho! And in the ſame Shape too. 

Ia. Oh! I ſhou'd like him in any Shape, and I dare 

{wear he'll come in any Shape too: For he is the | 


| ſweereſt, moſt complaiſant Spirit: I could have almoſt 


ſworn it had been Mr. Laroon himſelf. 

Mart. Was there ever ſuch a—— 

Ia. Nay, when it came in firſt, it behaved juſt like 
Mr. Larooz, and call'd it ſelf by his Name; but when 


| it found I did not anſwer a Word, it took me by the 
| Hand, and cry'd, is it poſſible you can be angry with 


your Laroon / I anſwer'd not a Word; then it kiſſed 


| me a hundred times; I ſaid nothing ſtill; it caught 


me in its Arms, and embrac'd me paſſionately; I till 
behaved as you commanded me, very paſſive. | 
Mart. Oh! the Devil, the Devil! Was ever Man 


ſo caught. And did you never apprehend it to be Mr. 


Laroou himſelf? 
Ia. Heaven forbid, I ſhould have ſuffered Mr. La- 


is in thoſe Familiaritics, which you order'd me to 
| allow the Spirit. SS 


Mart. I am caught indeed. Damn'd driveling Idiot! 
_[A4jfede. 


jou; but be ſure and behave as you did before. 


Ja. Bur, dear Father, tell me, ſhall I not ſee it again 


| quickly? For I long to ſee it again. 


Mart. Oh! Yes, yes— 
1. 1 long to ſez it in the dark (methinks) for you 
| know, Father, one ſees Spirits belt in che dark. 
Mart. Ay, ay, you'll fee it in the dark, I warrant 


Ic. And will he always bchave as he did before, 


Father? 


Mart. Hum! Be in your Chamber this Evening at 
Light; take care there be no Light in the Room, 
and perhaps the Spirit may pay you a ſecond Viſit. 
Ia. Vl be ſure to be punctual. 


Mart. And paſſive. 


Lia. 
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Iſa. T'll obey you in 
Mart. Senſeleſs Oaf. 

Fruits 

ed with it; and if I do not make a 

am no Pricft. 


SCENE III. 

Jourdain ſolus. 

Oh! Purgatory ! Purgatory 
to eſcape thy Flames! (merhinks) I feel them already, 
Hark! what Noiſe is that? Nothing— Ha! what's 
that I ſee? Something with two Heads— What can 
all this portend?— What a poor miſerable Wretch 


am 1? 
Enter Servant. 
Serv. Sir, a Friar below deſires to ſpeak 


with you. 


Jaurd. Why will you ſuffer a Man of Holy Order to | 


wait a Moment at my Door? Bring him in. 


Perhaps he is ſome Meſſenger of Comfort. But Ob! 
I rather fear the reverſe: For hat t can 2 Sit | 
ner like me expect? e 

SCENE IV. 


Old Laroon iz 4 Friar's Habit, Jourdain. 


Ol Lar. A Plague attend this Houſe and all that we 
in it. 

Fourd. Oh! Oh! 3 
O Lar. Art thou that miſerable, ſad, poor Son of 
a Whore, Jourdais? | 0 

Jourd. Alas! Alas! 

Old Lar. If thou art he, I have a Me 
from St. Fraucis. The Saint gives his Service 
to you, and bid me tell you, You are one of the fad- 
deſt Dogs that ever liv*d; for having diſobey d his Or- 


| ders, and attempted ro put your Daughter into a Nun- | , 
nery: For which he has given 2. 1 


every thing. | 
© Bur tho" T have un the firſt 
by her extreme Folly, yet am I highly delight 

i notable uſe of & 1. 


! What wou'd I not give 


- | > = r „ 
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* 


F Fe r 


n 


. | haps appeaſe him. Between you and I, St. Francis is 


ou ti Cad 


| Old Lar. Ay, ay, Groans, Groans, 
| it were not for the great Heat of the Air, as I faid be- 


| fake, Father, intercede with St. Francis for me: Com- 


2 „ there as I came along to take 


, _ 
Jourd. Oh! Heavens! is it poſſible! that you can 


| ture ſeen the dreadful Horrors of that Place? 


Sight 3 if it were not for the confounded Heart of the 


A then there is the prettieſt Conſort of Muſick. 


Jourd. Oh! Heavens! Muſick ! 


2 fine Conſort 


of Groans, you would think your felt at an Opera, if 


fore; ſome Spirits are ſhut up in Ovens, ſome are 
chain'd to Spirs, ſome are ſcatter'd in Frying-pans— 
md 1 have taken up a Place for you on a Gridiron. 
Joxrd. Oh! I am ſeorch'd, I am ſcorch'd—For Pity's 


paſionare my Caſe — 
Old Lar. There is but one way, let me carry him 
the News of your Daughter's iage, that may per- 


iu bis Heart. 


doould find that fame Father Martin. I have 


1 lquoriſh old 


Dog, and loves to ſet People to work 
Jourd. She ſhall be married this Inftant, the Saint 


| uſt know it is none of my Fault: Had I rightly un- 


frftood his Will, it had been long ſince perform'd— 

but well might I miſinterpret him, when even the 

Church, when Father Martis fail'd. 

Old Lar. I wou'd be very glad to know where I 
a ſmall 

Com- 
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Commiſſion to him relating to a Purgatory Affair. 


St. Francis has ſentenced him to lie in a Frying-pan 


there, juſt fix hundred Years, for his Amour with 
your Daughter. 

Jourd. My Daughter! 
Old Lar. Are you ignorant of it then? Did not you 
know that he had debauched your Daughter? 
Jaurd. Ignorant ! oh! Heavens ! no Wonder ſhe is 
refuſed the Veil. 
Du Lar. I thought you had known it. I'll ſhew 
a Sight worſe than Purgatory it ſelf. You hall 
id this Diſgrace to the Church; a Sight ſhall 
make you ſhudder. « 


3 Lar. Nothing's impoſſible to the Church you 
now. 

Fourd. And may I hope St. Francis will be appes 
Old Lar. Hum ! There is a great Favourite of that 
Saint who lives in this Town, his Name is Monſicur 
Laroon. If you could get him to ſay half a Doren 
Bead-Rolls for you, they might be of great Service. 


Fourd. How ! Can the Saint regard ſo looſe a Lier? 


Old Lar. Oh! Sr. Francis loves an honeſt merry 


Fellow to his Soul. And hearkee, I don't think it 


impoſſible for Mr. Laroon to bring you acquainted 
with the Saint; for to my Knowledge, they very of- 
ten crack a Bottle together.. 5 
Fourd. Can | believe it? 

Serv. Father Martin is below. 


Old Lar. Son, bchave civilly to him, nor mention 
a Word of what I have told you— that we may en- 


trap him more ſecurely. 


3 ls it poſſible a Prieſt ſhould be ſuch a Vi 


| 


] 
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SCENE V. 
Martin, to tbem. 


q 
1 

1 

— 

2 

Old Lar. 

bs E 

l 

e. 

= 

7. 

— Old Lar. I wiſh thou art not more a Scandal to 
of 


a Fir of the Splecn here as thou doſt, with a Set of 
ridiculous Notions of and the Devil knows 
hat, when both you and I know there is no ſuch 


Mart. That I ſhould not know thee before. Don't 
you know this reverend Father, Son ? Your worthy 
Old Lar. Then farewel, H ily. I wou'd not 
wear thy Cloke another Hour for any Conſideration. 
Jourd. What do I (cc? 


E F Dl Laer. 


thine, Brother Father, to abuſe a poor old Fellow in 


T2 
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Old Lar. Why you ſee a very honeſt Neighbour of 
yours, that has try'd to deliver you out of the Claws 
of a roguiſh Pricſt, whom you may ſee too; look in 
the Glaſs and you may ſee an old doating Fool, who 
is afraid of his own Shadow. 

Mart. Bc not concerned at this, Son. Perhaps, 
one Hour's ſuffering from this Fellow, may ſtrike off 
ſeveral Years of Purgatory; I have known ſuch In- 
_ a: <> ark Didft thou hag wot I have 
been guilry lieving againſt rhee, the Mouth 
of This: wicked Man? © 

Oid Lar. Death and the Devil, I'll ſtay no longer 
here; for if I do, I ſhall cur this Prieſt's Throat, 
tho' the Rack was before my Face. | 


SCENE VL 
Martin, Jourdain. 
Mart. Son, take care of believing any thing againſt 


the Church: It is as ſinful to believe any thing againſt 
the Church, as to disbelieve any thing for ir. You 


are to believe what the Church tells you, and no | 
more. 


Fourd. I almoſt ſhudder when I think what I be- 
lieved againſt you. I believed that you had ſeduced 
my Daughter. #7 

Mart. Oh! horrible! and did you believe it? Think 
not you believed ir. I order you to think you did not 
believe it, and it were now finful ro believe you 

did believe ir. 
Joxrd. And can I think ſo. 8 
Mart. Certainly. I know what you believe better 
your Mind 


y 
ozrd. I am exceedingly comforted within. 
, _ * SCENE 


1 


but a Woman would cheat the Dev 


Pleaſure of turning 


] your 
him, which 
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SCENE VII. 
Martin ſelas. 

Go. While I retire and comfort your Daughter. 
Was this a Suſpicion of Laroos's, or am I betrayed? 
I] begin to fear. Il act with Caution, for I am not 
able 8 1 Girl be of prodi- 

i implicity or ing. How vain is Polic 
- + - {If x, Te 
Wiſdom of a Conclave. 3 | 

SCENE VIII. The Street. 
Old Laroon, Young Laroon meer. 
7. Lar. Well, Sir, what Succeſs ? 
Old Lar. Succeſs ! you Raſcal ! If ever you offer 
to put me into a Pricft's Skin again, I'll beat you out 
of your own. Pg | 
7. Lar. What's the Matter, Sir? 
Old Lar. Matter, Sir? Why I have been laughed 


| at, have been abuſed. *Sdeath! Sir! I am in ſuch a 
Paſſion, that I do not believe I ſhall come to my ſelf 
- again theſe twenty Years. That Raſcal Martin diſco- 


vered me in an Inſtant, and turned me into a Jeſt. 
. Lar. Be comforted, Sir, you may yet have the 

him into one. 
Old Lar. Nothing leſs than 


turning him infide out. 


| I leſs than broiling his Gizzard will ſatis- 


Z. Lar. Come with me, and I dare ſwear, I'll give 

Content. We have laid a Snare for 
think it is impoſſible he ſhould eſcape. 
Old Lar. A Snare for a Prieſt! a Trap for the De- 


| vil! You will as ſoon catch the one as the other. 


Z. Lar. I am ſure our Bait is A fine Wo- 


| man is as good a Bait for a Prieſt-trap, as toaſted 
| Cheeſe is for a Moule-trap. 


F 2 Old Lar. 
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Old Lar. Yes, but the Raſcal will nibble off twenty 

Baits before you can take him. 

. Lar. Leave that to us. I'll warrant our Succeſs. 
Old Lar. Wilt thou? then I ſhall have more Plea- 
ſure in raking this one Prieſt, than in all the other 
wild Beaſts I have ever taken. 
SCENE IX. 
Jourdain, Iſabel. 

J. If Idon't convince you he's a Villain, renounce 
me for your Daughter. Do not ſhut your Ears againft 
Ce DR He ws Kell So! 

gra. h, Daughter, Daug ter, ſome pirit 
is buſy with you. The ſame Spirit that viſited me 
this Morning, is now in you. 

Ia. I wiſh the Spirit that is in me wou'd viſit you, 

ogue out of Doors. 


the Church often contradicts our Senſes. But you owe | 
theſe wicked Thoughts to your Education in England, 
that vile heretical Country, where every Man belicves 
what Religion he pleaſes, and moſt believe none. {| ye 
2. Well, Sir, 8 not be convinced, you | N 
be the only P in Toxlox that is not. 5 
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Jourd. I will go with thee, if it were only to ſee 


| bow far this wicked Spirit will carry his Impoſition; 


for I am convinced the Devil will leave no Stone 
turn'd to work my Deſtruction. 8 3 


Je. L hope you will find us too hard for him at 
bis Ambaſſador —— 


roo. 


SCENE X. Another Apartment. 
Young Laroon in Woman's Clothes. 


None ever waited with more Impatience for 


ber Lover than I for mine. It is a delightful Aſfigna- 
nation, but I hope it is a Prelude to one more 


ge- 


| able. I ſhall have Difficulty to refrain from beating 


|] the Room and be ſilent, and you will perhaps ſee a very 
| diverting Scene. Nay, do not be afraid, for I aſſure 


= 2 AF 


Additional Evidence to the Diſcovery of a notorious Vil- 


' the Raſcal before he has diſcoyer'd himſelf — _ 
Knocking at the Door. ] 
Who's there? * 78280. 
1 229 AR 
5 in. What a ſoft Voice the Rogue 
SCENE XL 
Nun Laroon, Beatrice. 
Bea. What are you doing in the Dark, my Dear? 
I. Lar. Heyday, who the Devil is his ? I ſcem to 
be in a way of an Aſſignation in earneſt. e 
33 
. Lar. Here, Chi ive me your Dear 
Madamoiſelle Beatrice, * you? ru 0 
' Bes. Oh Heavens! am I in a Man's Arms? 
T. Lar. Huſh! huſh!-— Don't you know my 
Voice am Laroon. Bs 
| Bea. Mr. Laroon! What Buſineſs can you have here? 
T. Lar. Ask me no Queſtions, get but into a Corner of 


you, it will be a very innocent one; make haſte, dear 
Madam, you will do a very laudable Action, by being an 


Bea. 
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Bea. I cannot gueſs your Meaning, tur wks an; 
lingly aſſiſt on ſuch an Occaſion. 
To. Lar. Now for my deſiring Lover. Ha! I chin 


1 hear him. 
| SCENE XI. 
Young Laroon, Martin. q 
1 label, where. 1 ; [ri 
2 L — p 


Mart. Come to my Arms, my Angel. ju 
T6. Lar. K a no frig heful Shape, l 
Mart. I am in the Shap of hat 
thy Confcflor, honeſt F 
dence rhes, . . 
2. Lar. Bleſs me, what do mean? 

Mart. The Words even of a Spirit cannot tell you 7 
what I mean. Lead me to thy Bed, there ſhalt thou 
know my Meaning. There will we repeat thoſe Pe- 
fares which this Day I gave thee in another 8 
Tread ſoftly, my deareft, ſweeteſt! This Night ſhall 
make thee Mother to a Pope. ¶ Laroon leads bim ou. 


SCENE XIII. Another Apartment. | 
Old Laroon, Jourdain, Iſabel, 4 Prieff, Dung Laroons 
9 Martin, e * 


Mart. Whither would you pull me? 
76. Lar. Villain, Pll ſhew thee whither. 
Mart. Ha! 
o. Lar. Down on thy Kaos, confebs thy car the 
work of Villains, or Fil drive this Dogeer to thy 


Prieſt. He needs not confels, our Ears are ſufficient 
Witneſſes againſt him. 
Old L. Hozzah! Huzzah! The Pricſt is caught 
the Prieſt is caught. 
Fourd. I am Thunder-firuck with Amazement. c 
Old Lar. How durſt you attempt to debauch wy 
Son, you black Raſcal; I have a great Mind ha 
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l a Example of you for attempting to diſhonour my Fa- 


Ae. You ſhall be made a ſevere Example of for 

having diſhonour'd your Order. 

Mart. I ſhall find another time to anſwer you. 

| Old Lar. Hold, Sir, hold. I have too much Cha- 

[rity not to cleanſe you, as much as poſſible, from your 

Pollution. So, W ho's there? [ Hake Servants.] Here 

luke this worthy Gentleman, and waſh him a little in 
| Horſe-pond, then toſs him dry in a Blanket. 

an 

m- 


1 Serv. We will waſh him with a Vengeance. 
All. Ay, ay, we'll waſh him. 
Mart. You may repent this, Mr. Laroon. 


SCENE the Lof. 
—_ ww. Prief, label, 


| Prief. Tho' NG — yer coalider his 


„Mr. Laroos. 
70 the Puniſhment, tho 


out. Old Lar. Sir, he ſhall 
ufer the like afterwards. Well, Maſter Jourdain, 


hope you arc now convinced, that you may marry 
— without going to ws, pt for i 3 | 


Jourd. | hope you will pardon what is = oy {oY 
Neighbour. And you, young Gentleman, will, I hope, 
© the ſame. If my Girl can make you any amends, | 
Itire you her for ever. 

« the | 16. Lar. Amends! Oh! She would make me large 
ends for tw thouſand times my 

| Is. Tell me ſo hereafter, my dear Lover. A Wo- 
L way make = diem amends for bis Sa before 

flwriap 3 bur can ſhe make him amends for what he 


! = Oh! think not that can ever be wy Fate 


Ef 


Old Tar. Pox o' your Raptures. If you don't make 
b uy t ſuffer before ro-morrow-morning, thou art no Son 


nine, and if ſhe docs not make you ſuffer N 
this 
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Fellow. If 1 have lov'd a Whore at five and tweay, 
and a _ at fortyz Why, 0 2s much 
ood as I could, in my Generation I 
ll mike — pr „ 
.. my dear Beatrice, and are ivel 
we NG g wan 
Bea. Hum! 1 


and I 


wall 
we 


a Pricft again as ;- - „„ 
Na. [to To. Lar.) Well, Sir. Yau ſee web 8 
the better of all Difficulties at laſt. The F 
very unreaſonable, when he is once Wy 
the Sincerity of his Miſtreſs, „ 

For when a Woman ſets her {elf about it, 
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